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DAYDREAM 
(To Dorothy) 

I 

Where have I been ? Just lying on a cloud — 
The whitest, softest bed, my dear ! I dreamed 
An hour there ; for this wind, so high and loud, 
Was low and hushed above : it really seemed 
Less than a whisper, as I watched the sea 
Asparkle, and earth smiling : not a moan 
Of any suffering creature troubled me 
Floating securely in the sky alone. 

Proud as a king 1 travelled past the park, 
Across the valley and the Fairies' Hill : 
A lapwing steered my ship : a merry lark 
Sang near mc twice, because I lay so still. 
He sang of little children with bright hair, 
Who love to watch him as he trills and brings 
Joy out of heaven to make them wish they were 
As happy as a songbird when he sings. 

Oh yes, he could have told me how the flowers 
Grew pink and blue and yellow, — how the sky 
Shapes hail and snow and raindrops, for the showers, 
From ocean's breath and dust of earth, — but I 
Was very drowsy on that bed, my dear ; 
And if I had not been so long asleep 
I might have heard some things one wants to hear — 
Sky secrets that the happy skylarks keep. 
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II 

If I had learnt how much those wise birds know, 
And heard the sun's big voice, I might have stayed 
To watch the moon blow back the tide and blow 
The stars into their places. Yes, I made 
A great mistake in coming back so quick. 
But in my dream I saw a pleasant sight : — 
A veil seemed over this, our house, so thick 
That you were lost to me ; but soon a bright, 
Big burst of sunshine broke it up, and shone 
So beautifully upon your yellow head 
That I awoke. I thanked the kind, old sun 
And rose although it was a splendid bed : 
I wanted to get back to stroke your hair 
And kiss you, child ; because I feared the moon 
Might make me prisoner if I stayed up there 
Much longer than I did this afternoon. 

Ill 

How could I reach the cloud? When did I go? 
I vanished, dear, as mist in morning's blue ; 
But how I melted — well, I do not know, 
Nor how I managed to return to you. 
I'm sure of this, though, — if, some other day, 
The moon, or something else, imprisons me 
When I am sleeping, I shall find some way 
To get back to my darling Dorothy. 

Rowland Thirlmere. 
London, England. 



